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  DRAMATIS PERSONÆ




  Don Guzman, Governor of Peru.




  Don Alvarez, [Father of Guzman, and late Governor].




  Zamor, Sovereign of a Part of Potosi.




  Montezuma, Sovereign of another Part.




  Alzire, Daughter of Montezuma.




  Emira, Attendant on Alzire.




  Cephale. Attendant on Alzire




  Spanish Officers.




  Americans.




  





  In his preface to this play Voltaire says; “This tragedy, the fable of which is invented, and almost of a new species, was written with a view of showing how far superior the spirit of true religion is to the light of nature. The religion of a barbarian consists in offering up to his gods the blood of his enemies; a Christian badly instructed has seldom much more humanity: to be a strict observer of some unnecessary rites and ceremonies, and at the same time deficient in the most essential duties, to say certain prayers at particular times, and carefully to conceal his vices; this is his religion: that of a true Christian is to look upon all mankind as his brethren, to do them all the good in his power and pardon their offences: such is Guzman at the hour of death, and Alvarez during the whole course of his life; such a man was Henry IV., as I have described him, even with all his foibles: in every part of my writings I have endeavored to enforce that humanity which ought to be the distinguishing characteristic of a thinking being: the reader will always find in them (if I may venture to say so much of my own works) a desire to promote the happiness of all men, and an abhorrence of injustice and oppression: it is this, and this alone, which hath hitherto saved them from that obscurity to which their many inperfections would otherwise long since have condemned them.”




  ACT I.




  SCENE I.




  Alvarez, Guzman.




  Alvarez: At length, for so the council hath decreed, Guzman succeeds Alvarez; long, my son, Mayest thou preserve for heaven and for thy king This better half of our new conquered world, This fertile source of riches and of crimes! Joyful to thee I yield the post of honor, That suits but ill with feeble age like mine; In youth thy father trod the paths of glory; Alvarez first our winged castles bore To Mexico’s astonished sons; he led Spain’s gallant heroes to this golden shore: After a life spent in my country’s service, Could I have formed these heroes into men, Could I have made them virtuous, mild, and good, I had been amply paid for all my toils: But who shall stop the haughty conqueror? Alas! my son, their cruelties obscure The lustre of their fame; I weep the fate Of these unhappy victors, raised by heaven To greatness but to be supremely wicked. O Guzman, I am verging to the grave, Let me but live to see thee govern here As justice shall direct thee, and I die With pleasure.




  Guzman: By thy great example fired, With thee I fought and conquered for my country; From thee must learn to rule: it is not mine To give the wise and good Alvarez laws, But to receive them from him.




  Alvarez: No; my son, The sovereign power can never be divided: Worn down with years and labor, I resign All worldly pomp; it is enough for me If yet my feeble voice be sometimes heard To counsel and direct thee; trust me, Guzman, Men are not creatures one would wish to rule: To that almighty being, whom too long I have neglected, would I consecrate My poor remains of life; one boon alone, As friend, I ask of thee, as father claim; To give me up those slaves who by your order Are here confined; this day, my son, should be A day of pardon, marked by clemency, And not by justice.




  Guzman: A request from you Is a command; but think, my lord, I beg, What dangers may ensue: a savage people, But half subdued, and to the yoke of slavery Bending reluctant, ready for revolt, Should never be familiar with their conquerors, Or dare to look on those they should be taught To tremble at: unarmed with power and vengeance They would despise us: these untutored Indians, Fiery and bold, ill brook the galling rein Of servitude, by chastisement alone Made tame, and humble, pardoned once, they think You fear them; power, in short, is lost by mildness; Severity alone insures obedience. The brave Castilian serves in honor’s cause, With cheerful resignation, ’tis his pride, His glory; but inferior nations court Oppression; force and only force constrains them: Did not the gods of these barbarians drink The blood of men, they would not be adored.




  Alvarez: And can a Christian, as thou art, approve These tyrant maxims, the detested offspring Of narrow policy? are these the means To win the wild barbarian to our faith? Thinkest thou to rule them with an iron hand, And serve a God of peace with war and slaughter? Braved I for this the burning tropic’s rage, And all the terrors of a world unknown, To see our country cursed, our faith disgraced? God sent us here for other purposes, Sent us to make his holy name revered, His sacred laws beloved: whilst we, my son, Unmindful of that faith which we profess, The laws we teach, and all the tender ties Of soft humanity, insatiate still For blood and gold, instead of winning o’er These savages by gentle means, destroy them. All is confusion, death, and horror round us, And nought have we of heaven but its thunder; Our name indeed bears terror with it; Spain Is feared, but hated too: we are the scourge Of this new world, vain, covetous, unjust; In short, I blush to own it, we alone Are the barbarians here: the simple savage, Though fierce by nature, is in courage equal, In goodness our superior. O my Guzman, Had he, like us, been prodigal of blood, Had he not felt the throbs of tender pity, Alvarez had not lived to speak his virtues: Hast thou forgot that day, when by a crowd Of desperate natives I was circled in On every side, and all my faithful band Of followers cut off; alone I stood, And every moment looked for death, when, lo; At mention of my name, they dropped their arms; And straight a young American approached me, Embraced my knees, and bathed them with his tears; And “is it you,” he cried, “is it my friend? Live, good Alvarez, virtue pure as thine May be most useful to us; be a father To the unhappy; let thy tyrant nation, That would enslave us, learn from hence—to pardon, And own a savage capable of virtue.” I see you are moved; O hearken to the voice Of mild humanity, by me she speaks, By me addresses Guzman; O my son, Canst thou expect the object of thy wishes, The fair Alzire ever will crown thy hopes, If thou art cruel? thinkest thou to cement The dearest bonds of nature in the blood Of her loved countrymen, or shall their groans Be heard, and Guzman soften into mercy?
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